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bungalow of an old padre, who, after a hearty
laugh at our mistake, made us understand how
hopeless was our quest of any place to breakfast at
in Muttra. Still laughing, he suggested we should
share his breakfast. Our last meal, dinner at the
Cecil Hotel, seemed inconceivably remote, and
with a will we fell on the boiled eggs and preserved
fruit provided by our reverend friend-in-need.
He told us of his little wooden church, tucked
away amongst the cantonment huts. Anything but
a bigot, he spoke with even more enthusiasm of the
temples dedicate to Krishna at Brindaban, the holy
city a few miles distant where the God was born.
The Jumna, he informed us, the river we had seen
earlier in the day flowing beside the ghats, rises
in the Himalayas, like the Ganges; for the Indians
the Jumna partakes in the sanctity of the Ganges,
the " sister-river," as they call it. The water of
the Ganges is pellucid, that of the Jumna dark.
According to an ancient legend the Jumna was in
former days as clear as her fair sister ; but, when
Krishna departed from Brindaban, the river ' went
into mourning3 in token of its grief. Speaking of
the crowd of lepers and obviously dying men we
had encountered at Muttra, he explained that the
former hoped for healing in the sacred city where
Krishna dwelt; the incurables came here to die on
holy ground, like those other Indians who, setting
Siva above Krishna, make a death-pilgrimage to
Benares.
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On the advice of my friend, the old clergyman,
I spent the afternoon at Brindaban, and I could
understand his enthusiasm.